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To an impatient child that bath new robes 
And may not wcare thcm,0 here comes my Nurfe i 

S nter Nurfe with cords 4 
And flie brings newes and cuery tongue that fpeaks 
But5w^/ ) name > fpeakcsheauenlyeIoqucnce|: 
Now Nurfe, what newes? what haft thou there ? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 
Kur. I,I,the Cords. 
Mi. Ay me,what newes ? 
Why doft thbu wring thy hands, 

Nur* A welady,h<:e's dead,hee's dead, 
Wc are vndone Lady,we are vndonc. 
Alacke thed^hec'sgone^ec's kil'd 9 he's dead. 
M. Can heauen be foenuious? 
Nter. Romeo czn, 
Though heauen c*m\ot*ORomeo y Romeo t 
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

lalt. What diucll art thou, 
That doft torment me thus sf 
This torture fhould be roar'd in difmall hell, 
Hath Romeo flainc himfelfe i fay thou but I, 
And that bare vowell I (ball poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 
I am not I,if there be fuch an I. 
Or thofc eyes fhot,that makes thee anfvvere I : 
If he be flaine fay I,or if not,no« 
Briefe,founds,determine of my wealc or wo# 

Nur. I faw the wound,I faw it with mine eycs ? 
God faue the marke } herc on his manly breft, 
A pitteous Coar fe,a bloody piteous Coarfe : 
Pale,palc as afhes,all bedawb'd in blood, 
All in gore blood,I founded at the fight- 

M. O breake my heart, 
Poore Banckrout breake at once, 
*To prifon eyes,nere looke on libcrrie. 
Vile earth to earth refigne.end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preffe on hcauie beerc. 

Nur. O Tybalt ,Ty bait jht beft Friend 1 had: 
O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 
That euer I fhould Hue to fee thee dead- 

IuL What ftormcis this that blowes fo contraric ? 
IsTfawwflaughtred ?and is Tybalt dead? 
My deareft Cozcn.and my dearer Lord: 
Then drcadfuil Trumpet found the general! doome, 
For who is liuing,if thofe two aregone } 

Nur. Tjbalt is gone,and Romeo banifhed, 
Romeo that kil'd him,hc is banifhed* 

M. OGodl 
Did Upm'os hand fhed Tybalts blood 
It did>it did,alas the day,it did, 

Nur* O Serpent heart»hid with aflowring face. 
IhI. Did euer Dragon kcepe fo fairc aCaue ? 
Beautifull Tyr3nt,fiend Angelicall ; 
RauenousDoue-feathsr'd Rauen, 
Woluifh-rauening Lambe, 
Difpifed fubftance of Diuineft fhow : 
luft oppofice to what thou iuftly feem*ft, 
A dimne Sainton Honourable Villaine : 
O Nature ! whot had'ft rhou to doc in hel/, 
When thou did'ft bower the fpirit of a fiend 
In moitall paradifeof fuch fweetflefh? 
Was euer booke containing fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit ftiould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallacc. 

Kur e There's no truft,no faith,no honeftie in men, 
All periur'd,ali forfwornc/all naught,all diffemblcrs, 
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Ah Where's my man ? gh^cfor^e^r^TT^ 
J We gricfes.thefc woes.thefe fonow?S* ? 
Shame come to Rome*. m9 * c n»eol{j ; 

to. Blifler'd be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifli,he was not borne to foam- , 
V pon his brow fharae is afham'd to fit . ' 
For 'tis a throane where Honour may be rr„. , . 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth: " d 

O what a bcaft was I to chide him i 

Nur. Will you fpeake well of him, 
That kil'd your Cozen? 

to. Shall I fpcake ill of him that is my hq,h.nj» 
Ah poore my Lord, what tongue (hall 4oo ti l ? 
When I thy three houres wife hauemanelerf fe y njI1 
But wherefore Villaine did'ft thou kill my C n ^ 
That Villaine Cozin would haue kil'd mv hS° j 

BackefoolifotearesMketoyournatiueS^ 5 
Your tributaric drops belong to woe, g > 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy : 

My husband liues that Ttbalt would haue flaine 

And Tibalt dead that would haue flaine rm husb rl 

All this is comfort,wheieforeweepei then? 

Some words there was worfer then Tybalts death 

That murdered mc,I would forget it fcine 

But oh,it preffes to my memory, 

Like damned guilty decdes to finners minds 

Tybalt is dead and Rome* banifhed : 9 

That banifhed,that one word banifhed, 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Ttbalt si Tibalts death 

Was woe inough if it had ended there? 

Or if fower woe delights in fellowfhip, 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes 

Why followed not when (he faid Tibalts dead. 

Thy Father or thy Mother ; nay or both, 

Which modcrne lamentation might haue mou'd. 

But which a rerc-ward following Tybalts death 

Borneo is banifhed to fpeake that word, 

Is Father,Mothei fTybalt ,Romeo Juliet ^ 

All flaine,all dcad.Romeo is banifhed, 

There is nb end,no limit,meafurc,bound, 

In that words dcath,no words can that woe found, 

Where is my Father and my Mother Nurfe * 

Nur. Weeping and wailing oucr Tybalts Coarfe, 
Will you go to them ?l will bring you thither. 
7*.Wafh they his wounds with tears:minefhalbcfpeni 
When theirs are drie for Romeo* sbznithmtnt. 
Take vp thofc Cordes,poore ropes you arebeguil'd, 
Both you and I for Romeo is exild: 
He made you for a|high-way to my bed, 
But I aMaidjdie Maiden widowed. 
ComcCord,comeNurfe,Ileto my wedding bed, 
And death not Romeo,tzkc my Maiden head. 

Nur. Hie to your Chambcr,Iie find Rfmso 
To comfort you,I wot well where he is : 
Harke ye your Romeo will be hecre at night, 
lie to him^he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

M. O find him,giuc this Ring to my true Knight, 1 
And bid him come,to take hi slaft farewell* 

Enter Frier and Romeo, 

Fri, Romeo come forth, 
Come forth thou fcarfull man, 
Affli&ion is enamored of thy parts ? 
And thou art wedded to calamine. 

Rom. Father what newes? 

What 


Exit. 
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r^^7j^Vt)M€s Doome $ 
X forrow cranes acquaintance at my h and, 

fbtiy^ kn r D r ? 

t*i Too familiar 

1 deare Sonne with fuch fowrc Company : 
&theetydingsofthePrinces Doome. 
& What leffc then Doomcfday, 

IS f rrA gentler judgement vanifht from his lips, 
tf 0t bodies death,but bodies bani&menc. 

torn Ha 5 banilhment?be mcrcifull 3 fay death : 
For exile hath more terror in his looke 
ihmorc then dcathrdo not fay banifhment. 

fri Here from Verona art thou bamfhed: 
t^ c patient,for the world is broad and wide. 

lorn. There is no world without Verona walles, 
GucPurgatorie/Torturc , hell it felfe : 
Hence baniflied,is baailh: from the world, 
And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed, 
Is dcath,miftearm , d,calling death banifhed, 
Thou cut\* my head off with a golden Axe, 
And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

f yu O deadly fin,0 rude vnthankcfulncffe ! 
Thy fait our Law calles death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part,hath rufht afide the Law, 
And turnd that blacke word death,tobanifhment- 
This is deare mercy ,and thou feeft it not. 

Rom* 'Tis Torture and not mercy , heauen is here 
Where Iuliet liucs^nd euery Cat and Dog, 
And little Moufe,cuery vn worthy thing 
Liueherc in Heauen and may looke on her, 
But Romeo may not.More Validitie, 
More Honourable ftate,morc Courtfnip liues 
In carrion Flics,then Borneo: they may fcaze 
On the white wonder of deare Mitts hand, 
And ftcaic immortall blcfling from her hps, 
Who euen in pure and vcftall modeflic 
Still blu(h,as thinking their owne kiflcs fin. 
This may Flies doe,when I from this muft flic , 
And faift thou yet,that exile is not death ? 
But T^meomvy not.hee is baniflied. 
Had'ft thou no poyfon mixr,no fliarpe ground knife, 
No fudden mesne of death t though nerc fo meanc, 
Butb3ni(hed to kill me? Banifhed ? 
OFrier,the damned vfc that word in hell : 
Howlings attends it,how haft thcu the hart 
Being a Diuine, a Ghoftly Confcffor, 
ASin-Abfolucr,andmyFriendprofeft : 
To mangle me with that word,banifhcd ? 
Fri. Then fond Mad man,heare me fpeake. 
%om. O thou wilt fpcake again? of baniftment. 
fru lie giue thee Armour to keepe off that word> 
Aduerfitics fwcete miIke,Philofophie, 
To comfort thec,though thou art banifhed. 

Rom. Yet banifhedftang vp PhilofophiCK 
VnlefTc Philofohpic can make a Juliet y 
Difplant a Tovvne,reuerfe a Princes Doome, 
It helpcs not,it preuailcs not ,talke no more. 
fri. O then I fee,that Mad men haue no cares. 
Rom. How fhould they, 
When wifemen haue no eyes ? 

fri. Let me difpaire with thee of thy eftate, 
Rom. Thou can'ft not fpcake of that ^ doft not fcele, 
Wert thou as young as Iuliet my Loue: 
An houre but mmkd,Ty6alt murdered, 
Doting like me,and like me banifhed, 
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Then mighceft thou fpeake, 
Then mightcft thou tcarc thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Enter Nurfe ^and kpotkes. 
Frier. Arife one knockes, 
Good Romeo hide thy felfe. 

Rom. Not I, 
Vnleffe the breath of Hartficke groanes 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes 

Fri. Harke how they knocke: 
f Who's there ) Romeo arife, 
Thou wiit be takcn,ftay a while,ftand vp s 

Run to my ftudy.by and by,Gods will 
What fimpleneffe isthis:Icome,L come* 


Knocke 


Knock** 


Knocks. 

Who knocks fo hard I 
Whence come you ? what's your will ? 

Enter Nurfe, 

Nur. Let me come in, 
And you fhaliknow my errand ; 
I come from Lady lultet. 

Fri* Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Fricr>0 telline holy Frier, 
Where's my Ladies Lord?whcf c*s Romeo * 

Fri. There on the ground, 
With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O he is euen in my Miftreffe cafe, 
lull in her cafe.O wofull fimpathy : 
pittious predicamcnt a euen fo lies fhe, 
Blubbring and wceping^eeping and blubbrmgj 
Stand vp ,ftand vp 3 ftand and you be a man, 
VovMicts fake>for her fake rife and ftarrd : 
Why faould you fall into fo deepe an 0. 
Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir>ah fir.deaths the end of all. 

Rom. Speak'ft thou of Mierthow is it with her ? 
Doth not lliethinke me an old Murtherer, 
Now 1 haue ftaind the ChiWhood of our ioy, 
With blood remoued,but little from her owne ? 
Where is flic ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes 
My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Loue ? 

Nur. Oh flie fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now fals on her bed,and then ftarts vp, 
And Tybalt calls,and then on Romeo cries, 
And then downe falls againe. 

Ro. As if that name fhot from the dead leucll of a Gun, 
Did murder her,as that names curfed hand 
Murdred her kinfman.Oh tell meFricr,tell me, 
In what vile part of this Anatomic 
Doth my name lodge ? Tell me,that I may facke 
The hatefull Manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand? 
Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art : 
Thy teares are womanifh,thy wild a£te denote 
The vnreafonable Furic of a beafU 
Vnfecmely woman,in a fecming man, 
And ill befeeming beaft in fceming both, 
Thou haft amazd me.By my holy order, 
I thought thy difpofuion better tcmpcr'd. 
Haft thou flaine Tybalt? wilt thou flay thy felfe? 
And flay chy Lady,that in thy life lies, 
By doing damned hate vpon thy fe\fe? 
Why rayl'ft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth h 
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